MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
on her feet again, she fell. Before I could disengage my feet from the stirrups she rolled over me. Mj collar bone was broken, my shoulder fractured and the ligaments in my right leg twisted.
My daughter was wearing a safety riding skirt, but for some unknown reason it refused to work when she tried to dismount, and she was caught on the pommel. She finally disengaged herself, and a mounted policeman, to whom she had called, came up. I was taken to the Presbyterian Hospital, where Dr. Joseph Blake set my shoulder.
While I was in the hospital I received a letter from Frederick Remington, the painter:
See by paper you are on the mend. You know I have a life sentence to walk on one leg because of a horse, so I can sympathize. You don't have to walk on your hands, but you will have to be easy when you "muscle out" chairs as you once did so grandly.
I have observed that a man don't have so much glue hi the seat of his pants at 40 as at 20. All those in favor of this motion say, "How!"
When I came out of the hospital Frederick Remington was dead.
I attended the horse show in Madison Square Garden with Frederick Remington one time. We wereothern: "Mr. Mansfield, I am very glad to see you here, and I'm going to be delighted to attend every performance ofutiful Chi-is first- with. The cup bore the name of theaal Marie by W. W. Ftntsr,
